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LETTER  FROM  THE  PUBLISHER 


With  this  issue.  En  Femme 
completes  its  first  year  of  publication. 
And  what  on  exhausting  year  it’s  beenl 
From  changing  printers  (twicel)  to 
putting  out  the  first  En  Femme  Comics, 
to  computer  snafus  and  missed 
deadlines,  the  year  was  never  dull.  I 
have  to  apologize  for  the  lateness  of 
issue  #5,  which  was  some  five  weeks 
overdue.  The  problems  with  the  Comic, 
combined  with  health,  tax  and  employment 
problems  all  contributed  to  the 
tardiness  of  the  magazine.  With  this 
issue,  we're  Just  about  back  on 
schedule,  and  by  issue  #7,  we  should  be. 

And  I’m  afraid  I have  some  bad 
news.  With  issue  #7,  we  will  be  raising 
the  cost  of  the  magazine  to  $6.00. 
Subscriptions  for  a year  will  be  $30.00, 
still  a savings  of  $5.00  over  the  cover 
price  for  six  issues.  And  subscribers 
will  continue  to  receive  their  magazine 
by  First  Class  Mail,  while  single  issue 
orders  will  be  mailed  Third  Class.  The 
recent  rise  in  mailing  costs,  plus  the 
expense  of  adding  more  help  to  the 
staff  necessrtated  the  price  increase. 
And  how  many  of  you  noticed  an 
increase  in  pages  lost  issue? 

You’ll  want  to  be  with  us  in  the 
neoi — future  as  we  report  on  Paradise  in 
the  Poconos,  Jo  Ann  Roberts’  TV  Pocono 
weekend.  Most  of  the  En  Femme  staff 
will  be  there,  and  we  hope  to  see  some 
of  you  there!  Also,  we  are  arranging 
an  interview  with  a famous  female 
impersonator,  currently  appearing  in  Las 
Vegas  as  the  star  of  his  own  revue. 
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FEELS  'PRIVILEGED' 

Dear  Staff: 

En  Feme  is  a wonder- 
ful publication  that  I feel 
privileged  to  be  in  possess- 
ion of,  Enclosed  is  (tiy 
questionnaire  that  I hope 
will  help  Robyn  in  determin- 
ing the  direction  of  future 
issues, 

Enclosed  is  a check 
10"  SI  5, 00  to  secure  the 
release  and  delivery  of  the 
following  issues:  numbers  2, 
3,  and  4,  I hve  not  decided 
on  the  dialogue  for  a per- 
sona 1 ad  as  of  yet,  Uhen  I 
do,  I will  submit  my  ad  with 
the  reauired  amount  for  a 
years  subscription  to  En 

^ StriHie . 

^any  thanks  for  pro- 
viding this  service* 

Cincy 
Sethesde,  tiO 

Jhenk  you! 

THERE'S  ISH  5? 

Dear  Robyn: 

I have  received  my 
^irst  copy  of  my  subscrip- 
tion to  En  Fe/nf^e  in 
f^ebruary.  It  was  an  excel- 
lent magazine,  I enjoyed  it- 
all,  However,  it  is  now^ 
April  and  I have  rot  gotten 


any  more  copies  of  your  mag- 
azine. Please  make  sure  my 
subscription  has  been  prop- 
erly entered,  I can  send 
you  a copy  of  my  cancelled 
check  if  you  need  it.  ( 

I saw  your  photo  in 
the  ad  section.  You  are  very 
lovely.  I have  no  doubt  of 
your  ability  to  pass.  It 
must  be  wonderful  to  be  so 
feminine.  As  a novice  I 
have  to  learn  how  to  be  as 
pretty  and  passable  as  I can 
be,  I also  share  your  in- 
terest in  photography  and 
shopping.  !'m  sending  you  a 
photo  0^  me  that  was  taken 
a • te*"  a p^o^ess lona  1 make-up 
session,  You  have  my 
permission  to  publish  it  if 
you  so  desire, 

Thank  you  for  your 
help  in  getting  my  subsrip- 
tion  problem  taken  care  of 
and  your  timie  in  reading 

this  letter. 

Sincerely, 

Helen 

dheeion^  HO 

Thanks  for  the  [onpliirents! 
i^eWe  published  your  photo 
and  f^ori  the  looks  of  it, 

you're  veil  on  your  to 
being  the  voman  you  vant  to 
be!  One  question  - vhere 
did  you  get  your  profes' 

s i 0 na  1 frake  -c  ve  r ? Hay  be 

other  reads <'s  in  the  it^heaton 


3 


a red  vould  be  interested  in 
their  services,  And  if  any 
other  reader  knovs  of  places 
vhere  novices  can  get  tips 
or  professional  help,  let  us 
knov  and  »e  vill  pass  the 
information  on, 


In  this  issue  and  the  next, 
(No,  7),  «e  will  be  pre- 
senting articles  of  special 
interest  to  our  TS  sisters. 
Our  Classified  section  con- 
tains inforaation  on  contac- 
ting TS  groups  and  below  is 
the  aonthly  neeting  schedule 
of  the  TS  Support  6roup  in 
Philadelphia,  And  as 
always,  let  us  know  what  you 
think  of  us  - and  what  you'd 
like  to  see  in  En  Femme,  In 
short  - .just  write’ 


If  the  number  above  your  name  on 
your  mailing  label  reads  88/6,  this 
is  the  last  issue  you  have  paid 
for.  See  elsewhere  in  this  issue 
for  information  on  renewing  your 
subscription. 


T S S i_ji  p»  p>  d>  t:-  r~  ci>  p» 

List  of  Scheduled  Events 


Saturday,  June  4:  Sex  and  the  single  TS. 

Tuesday,  June  21:  Hormones  & Electrolysis 
Saturday,  July  2:  (No  set  topic)  Anything  goes! 

Tuesday,  July  19:  Second  serve  or  rebound:  coming 

back  stronger.  Can  I be  a stronger  person  for 
what  I've  been  through? 

Saturday,  August  6:  To  be  announced. 

Tuesday,  August  16:  Why  psychotherapy? 

Saturday,  September  3:  To  be  announced. 

Tuesday,  September  20:  Why  me? 


Feel  free  to  contact  the  TS  Support  Group.  Call 
(215)  790-0793  or  write:  P.  0.  Box  15836,  Phila.  , 

PA  19103. 
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TTRAlSfsSE>CUAL  I TTY 

By  Robyn  Ann 

"A  woman  trapped  in  a man's  body."  This  is 
the  way  most  TS' s describe  their  dilemma.  But  it 
goes  deeper  than  that.  TS' s feel  that  their 

psychological  sense  of  exist ense  as  male  or  female 
does  not  match  the  outward  appearance  of  their 
genitals  and  secondary  sex  characteristics. 
Female-t o-male  transsexuals  desire  to  change  their 
biologically  male  anatomy  to  that  of  a female. 
The  same  is  true  of  course  of  the  f emale-t o-male 
transsexual.  That  is,  they  wish  to  change  their 
body  to  a male  anatomy  and  live  as  a man. 

Actual,  precise  statistics  on  the  phenomena 
are  not  available  but  estimates  suggest  the  figure 
as  1 in  100,000  for  male-t o-f emale  and  1 in 
130,000  for  f emale-t  o-male.  Many  more  men  than 
women  contact  gender  identity  clinics  and  request 
change-of-sex  surgery. 

What  causes  transsexuality?  Many  biological 
and  psychological  factors  have  been  suggested,  but 
there  seems  to  be  little  agreement  on  the  matter 
among  researchers. 

Transsexuals  often  realize  that  something 
is  wrong  when  they  are  still  small  children.  They 
frequently  lead  lonely,  sheltered  lives  as  they 
grow  up,  feeling  different  from  their  peers.  They 
do  not  understand  their  feelings,  and  are  afraid 
to  talk  to  anyone  about  them.  They  usually  feel 
they  are  the  only  ones  who  experience  these 
feelings,  and  are  frequently  terrified  of  being 
'discovered'.  They  cross-dress  in  secret,  and 
develop  deep  seated  feelings  of  guilt  about  their 
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behavior.  A good  percentage  of  them  attempt  to 
purge  their  feelings  and  tried  to  live  without 
cross-dressing  or  having  desires  to  be  the 
opposite  sex.  These  efforts  were  always 

unsuccessf  ul. 

Many  male-t o-f emale  transsexuals  get  sexually 
aroused  when  dressed  as  a woman  at  some  point  in 
their  lives,  usually  the  teenage  years.  Some 
continue  being  sexually  stimulated  even  after 
beginning  hormone  therapy.  Most  therapists  would 
classify  such  a person  as  a fetishistic 
transvestite,  rather  than  a transsexual,  and  would 
not  recommend  such  a person  for  transsexual 
surgery,  TS' s who  are  arroused  by  the  act  of 
dressing  up  but  are  not  transvestites,  frequently 
lie  to  their  therapists  about  the  matter  for  fear 
of  being  rejected  for  surgery.  While  many  male- 
to-f emale  transsexuals  became  sexually  aroused 
from  cross-dressing,  most  f emale-t o-male  TS' s did 
not.  This  is  due  in  part  to  the  way  women  have 
been  brought  up  in  our  society  - traditionally 
taught  to  be  passive  sexually.  Women  also  have 
been  taught  that  sex  is  part  of  a loving 
experience,  and  not  something  to  be  enjoyed 
outside  of  an  intimate  relationship.  Women  have 
had  to  repress  their  sexual  feelings  while  men 
have  had  pretty  much  free  rein  over  their 
sexuality. 

Diagnosed  transsexuals  who  have  begun  hormone 
therapy  begin  to  experience  the  opposite  feelings 
regarding  their  libidos.  M-F  TS*  s generally  find 
their  libido  decreasing  as  their  hormone  therapy 
progresses,  while  F-M  TS*  s have  an  increase  in 
libido.  Various  studies  have  demonstrated  that 
testosterone,  the  male  hormone,  is  what  provides 
men  and  women  with  their  libidos.  Without  this 
hormone,  men  and  women 'both  lose  their  interest  in 
sex.  It  has  also  been  successfully  shown  that 
when  women  have  an  abnormal  increase  of 
testosterone  in  their  systems,  their  libido 
increases. 


The  confusion  many  transsexuals  have  about 
their  gender  takes  its  toll  on  them  as  they  pass 
through  puberty  and  begin  developing  into  sexual 
beings.  Sexuality  is  an  important  part  of  gender, 
and  when  persons  have  gender  discomfort  or 

confusion,  they  ere  vey  likely  to  experience  a 
great  deal  of  confusion  concerning  their 
sexuality.  As  a result,  many  TS' s turn  to  the 
'sexual  underground'  - the  gay  community,  the  TV 
support  groups,  and  the  like,  in  an  attempt  to  be 
accepted,  Unfortunately,  the  homosexual  community 
does  not  entirely  embrace  the  transsexual  with 
open  arms,  nor  do  transsexuals  always  feel 
comfortable  with  transvestites  and  homosexuals. 
Most  TS' s just  want  to  live  normal  lives  as  men  or 
women,  without  belonging  to  any  particular  group, 
life-style  or  social  cause. 

Authentic  transsexuals,  those  who  have 
undergone  psychological  evaluations  by  qualified 
professionals,  are  entered  into  programs  designed 
to  lead  to  change-of-sex  surgery.  Since  this 
surgery  is  irreversible,  responsible  practitioners 
take  a cautious  approach  and  require  a one-to-two 
year  trial  period  beyond  the  initial  evaluation 
during  which  the  TS  patient  lives  in  a cross- 
gender role.  During  this  time,  the  transsexual 
begins  living  openly  as  a person  of  the  opposite 
sex.  They  adopt  the  clothes,  mannerisms,  and 
hairstyle  of  that  sex,  assuming  a name  that 

matches  the  new  gender. 

The  male-t o-f emale  transsexual  is  given 

estrogens  on  a daily  basis  to  produce  a certain 
degree  of  anatomic  feminization:  breast 

development  occurs,  skin  texture  softens,  and 
muscularity  decreases.  M-F  transsexuals  also  must 
undergo  some  degree  of  electroylsis  to  remove 
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facial  or  body  hair.  This  is  a long  and  pain- 

staking process  in  most  cases  and  is  frequently 
extremely  expensive.  Many  TS' s also  must  take 

voice  lessons  to  learn  how  to  speak  in  a more 
feminine  fashion.  Female  hormones  do  nothing  to 
eliminate  body  or  facial  hair  or  raise  the  pitch 
of  the  voice.  Estrogens  also  reduce  the  frequency 
of  erections,  and  cause  the  prostate  gland  and 
seminal  vesicles  to  shrink. 

Female-t o-male  transsexuals  are  treated  with 
testosterone  to  suppress  menstruation,  increase 
facial  and  body  hair  growth,  and  deepen  the  voice. 
Surgery  is  required  to  reduce  breast  size.  For 
both  male  and  female  TS' s,  hormone  treatments  are 
given  throughout  the  trial  period  of  cross- 

dressing and  adjusting  to  a new  gender  role.  At 
the  same  time,  the  patient's  progress  is 

periodically  evaluated  by  a psychiatrist  or 

psychologist.  Attention  is  also  directed  to 

achieving  legal  recognition  of  the  sex  change  and 
to  personal  matters,  such  as  family  or  religious 
counseling. 

If  all  goes  smoothly  in  the  trial  period  and 
the  transsexual  is  judged  to  be  psychologically 
stable  and  able  to  adjust  socially  to  the 

conversion,  the  final  stage  of  treatment  is 

surgery  to  change  the  sexual  anatomy. 

The  ultimate  goal  of  the  sex-change  surgery 

for  male-t o-f emales  is  to  create  a functional, 
cosmetically  normal  appearing  vagina.  This 

surgery  is  performed  in  a number  of  different 
ways.  The  least  common  method  used  is  the 
transplantation  of  an  ilial  loop  from  the 
intestine  to  from  the  walls  of  the  vagina.  The 
testes  and  epididymis  tissue  are  removed,  an 

opening  is  made  to  the  rear  of  this  area,  and  the 


a 


loop  is  inserted  to  form  the  lining  of  the  vagina. 
This  type  of  surgery  has  the  advantage  of 
providing  a lining  which  is  natural  mucous 

membrane,  and  it  will  sel f-lubiricat e,  as  does  a 

normal  vagina.  The  operation  requires  abdominal 
surgery  as  well  as  genital  surgery,  however,  so  a 
great  deal  more  patient  risk  is  involved, 

A far  more  common  method  of  surgery  involves 
the  same  procedure,  except  that  the  vagina  is 
lined  with  skin  transplanted  from  the  thighs.  It 
does  not,  of  course,  involve  abdominal  surgery. 

The  one  advantage  this  surgery  offers  is  that 
enough  skin  can  be  transplanted  to  form  a very 
large  vagina.  There  are  two  disadvantages. 

First,  the  skin  used  to  form  the  vagina  is  not 
erectile  tissue,  therefore,  it  will  not  be  as 
responsive  to  sexual  stimulation  as  erectile  skin. 
Second,  quite  visible  scars  are  left  at  the  site 
from  which  the  transplanted  tissue  was  removed. 

The  most  common  surgery  is  called  penile 

inversion.  Again,  the  testes  and  epididymis 
tissue  are  removed  and  the  skin  of  the  penis  is 
used  to  form  the  lining  of  the  vagina.  The  only 
drawback  to  this  type  of  surgery  is  that  if  the 
penis  not  very  large  to  begin  with,  there  may  not 
be  enough  penile  skin  to  form  a vagina  which  is 
functionally  deep.  The  skin  transplant  method  has 
to  be  used  in  that  case.  In  all  three  of  these 
surgical  procedures,  scrotal  tissue  is  used  to 
form  the  vulva. 

After  the  genital  surgery  is  performed,  all 
patients  must  perform  some  sort  of  dilation  of  the 
vagina  to  keep  it  open  and  large  enough  during  the 
healing  period.  This  is  done  by  inserting  a 
prosthesis  into  the  vagina  and  left  in  place  for 
up  to  six  months,  A large  majority  of  male-to- 
female  transsexuals  have  enjoyed  normal  sexual 
relations  and  were  able  to  achieve  climax  after 
their  surgery  was  completely  healed. 
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The  far  more  difficult  f emale-t o-male 
procedure  involves  creating  a penis  from  a tube 
made  from  abdominal  skin  or  from  tissue  from  the 
vaginal  lips  and  perineum.  This  transplanted 
tissue  has  few  nerve  endings,  so  the  new  penis  has 
almost  no  sensation.  A prosthetic  device  can  be 
inserted  into  the  penis  to  make  it  rigid  for 
sexual  intercourse,  but  ejaculation  is  impossible. 
Many  female  transsexuals  choose  to  have  hormone 
therapy  and  surgical  removal  of  their  breast  and 
uterus  but  do  not  opt  for  an  artificial  penis. 

Transsexual  surgery  is  not  a cure  for  this 
disorder  but  is  only  a procedure  that  may  foster  a 
sense  of  emotional  well-being.  Recently,  the 
wisdom  of  surgery  for  transsexuals  has  been 
questioned  by  researchers  from  Johns  Hopkins 
University  who  claimed  to  find  no  significant 
psychological  benefits  in  patients  who  had 
undergone  such  operations  compared  to  those  who 
did  not.  The  matter  is  unresolved  at  present, 
although  several  prominent  medical  centers  stopped 
doing  transsexual  surgery  in  1980  because  of  the 
lack  of  solid  evidence  that  the  surgery  is 
benef icial. 

Transsexuals  undergo  a very  real,  agonizing 
emotional  pain,  and  usually  suffer  from  a 
relentless  drive  which  often  results  in  compulsive 
behavior.  There  seems  to  be  little  they  can  do  to 
control  this  drive,  and  the  urge  for  completion 
dominates  their  lives.  In  childhood,  the 

compulsion  usually  takes  the  form  of  cross- 
dressing, and  a preoccupation  surrounded  by 
confusion  and  fear.  In  adulthood,  it  progresses 
into  a desire  to  translate  fantasies,  drives  and 
compulsions  in  the  direction  of  actually  changing 


10 


their  gender  roles.  The  feelings  are  wrenching^ 
guild-ridden  and  usually  terribly  disruptive  of 
their  lives,  TS’ s often  overlook  what  effect 
their  decisions  will  have  on  those  who  love  them. 
In  contrast,  many  loved  ones  will  condemn 

transsexuals  out  of  hand,  and  never  try  to 

understand  their  feelings  and  needs.  We  all  need 
to  create  some  mutual  understanding  and  respect 
for  these  people.  They  just  wish  to  be  accepted 
by  society  and  to  find  real  happiness  and  peace. 
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By  Donna  6s  Robyn 

En  Femme:  Hi!  Thank  you  for  submitting  to 

this  interview.  First  off  - is  Mary  Margaret  your 
real  name? 

Mary  Margaret:  Not  legally.  It  will  be 

Michelle  legally  some  time  this  year.  I’m  listed 
as  Mary  Margaret  in  the  phone  book  and  everybody 
has  called  me  Mary  Margaret  for  so  long. . . 

En  Femme:  How  long  have  you  been  living  as  a 

woman? 

Mary  Margaret:  Since  1983. 

En  Femme:  How  did  you  decide,  what  made  you 

decide  to  live  as  a woman? 

Mary  Margaret:  Ever  since  I was  a little  kid 

I though  I was  different.  I thought  I was  gay, 
but  I wasn't  really  interested  in  gay  sex.  I was 
heavily  into  the  gay  scene  but  something  was 
wrong.  In  1981  I went  to  John  Hopkins  in 
Baltimore  where  I underwent  their  battery  of 
tests.  They  told  me  I had  to  live  for  two  years 
as  a woman  before  they  could  proceed.  I lived 
half  and  half  until  1983  when  I went  full  time  for 
good.  After  the  two  years  I was  fully  prepared  to 
go  through  with  the  surgery,  but  didn't  have  the 
$10,  000. 
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En  Femme:  Isn' t it  more  than  that  now? 

Mary  Margaret:  It  depends  on  where  you  go. 

That's  about  be  an  average  price  for  the  surgery 
now. 

En  Femme:  What  about  work  - where  do  you 

work? 

Mary  Margaret:  I've  worked  for  a mental 

institution  in  South  Jersey  since  1977.  I went 
through  the  change  there  - were  they  plucked!  I 
got  lawyers,  it  was  rough.  You  have  to  be  very 
strong  to  go  through  something  like  that. 
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En  Femme:  On  a lighter  note,  tell  us  about 

your  entertaining  history? 

Mary  Margaret:  I've  done  some  shows,  Rocky 

Horror,  some  AIDS  benefits,  stuff  like  that,  I'm 
not  really  an  entertainer, 

En  Femme:  Tell  us  about  your  family,  how  do 

they  react  toward  you? 

Mary  Margaret:  My  sister  is  really  good 

about  it,  my  brother's  not  so  - they're  cops.  My 
father  doesn't  accept  it  at  all.  My  mother  was 
really  coming  along  toward  accepting  - she  went  to 
the  Raven  with  me  dressed.  She  told  me  that  I 
looked  so  much  like  a girl  when  I was  born  that 
she  wanted  to  name  me  Michelle,  She  had  that  name 
picked  for  me  before  I was  born.  I started 
dressing  up  when  I was  about  four.  I' think  I knew 
even  at  that  age  that  I should  have  been  a girl. 
My  mother  passed  away  last  April,  and  I miss  her 
so  much.  I wish  she  could  be  here  to  see  me  not  - 
how  I've  changed  and  developed 

En  Femme:  What  about  schooling? 

Mary  Margaret:  I graduated  from  Hamilton 

(N. J,  ) High  (class  of  '75!)  and  went  to 
Westminster  Choir  College  for  a year,  but  it  got 
to  be  too  expensive.  I loved  music  but  I couldn' t 
handle  all  of  the  other  things  - the  non-musical 
classes,  and  the  like.  I can  play  some  piano,  but 
can't  really  read  notes,  just  some  chords.  I also 
went  to  school  for  special  ed.  You're  supposed 
to  have  a four-year  degree  to  work  with  handi- 
capped kids,  but  I was  lucky  and  got  a job  with 
only  two  years.  I taught  music  to  handicapped 
kids  f or  a couple  of  years  then  got  the  job  at  the 
institution  where  the  money  is  better. 

En  Femme:  How  about  relationships?  How 

have  they  changed  as  you' ve  changed? 

Mary  Margaret:  I don't  have  anybody  right 

now,  I like  somebody,  but  no  real  relationship.  I 
alway  like  them,  or  they  like  me,  but  things  never 
seem  to  click. 

En  Femme:  Has  the  problem  been  that  you  were 

attracted  to  straight  men  while  always  around  gay 
men? 


En  Femme:  How  did  you  hook  up  with  the  New 

Hope  crowd  - Dee  Dee,  Eric,  Berry? 

Mary  Margaret:  I*  ve  known  them  from  way 

back,  back  wtien  I was  wearing  leather  and  a beard. 
I met  Melissa  Pariss,  a wonderful  person,  a 

professional  female  impersonator  who  was  gorgeous 
and  performed  in  Vegas,  Michigan  and  New  Hope  - 
anyway,  she  got  me  my  first  apartment  in  New  Hope 
and  got  me  into  some  shows.  I love  New  Hope! 
There  are  many  TV's  in  town,  but  I'm  the  only  TS 
that  I know  of.  We  always  have  a ball  together. 

En  Femme:  Have  you  ever  attended  any 

meetings  for  TS' s or  TV's? 

Mary  Margaret:  I've  been  to  Renaissance  a 

couple  of  times,  I really  enjoyed  the  people 
there  and  intend  to  go  back  again  - it's  just  so 
far  away!  I haven’t  been  to  any  of  the  TS 
meetings  although  I'd  like  to.  I'm  just  not  sure 
I can  handle  all  that  guilt  and  stuff  again.  I've 
helped  others,  telling  them  what  I went  through, 
but  I don't  want  to  go  through  all  that  again.  I 
will  go  to  a TS  support  group  meeting  with  Jenny 
sometime  soon,  though, 

En  Femme:  Have  you  always  lived  in  New  Hope? 

Mary  Margaret:  No,  I've  been  all  over  - New 

York  for  awhile,  Asbury,  Pemrbeton  - that  was 
rough,  Doylestown.  I moved  around  until  I found 
the  right  place.  I was  born  and  raised  in  White 
Horse,  Hamilton  Township,  New  Jersey,  I lived 
across  from  the  capitol  in  Trenton  with  a friend 
for  awhile.  He  was  a great  person  and  a close 
f r iend. 

En  Femme:  Tell  us  about  your  number  at  the 

Casa  Lido  show.  The  one  with  the  cow, 

Mary  Margaret:  That  was  "A  Pretty  Girl 

Milking  Her  Cow"  by  Judy  Garland.  We  had  to  whip 
that  up  a week  before  the  show.  We  rented  the  cow 
suit.  We  got  there  the  day  of  the  show  and  forgot 
the  tape  of  the  song.  Rickey  (the  tail  end  of  the 
cow)  had  to  run  back  to  New  Hope  and  splice  a new 
one  together.  The  actual  song  is  only  two  minutes 
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long  and  we  had  to  stretch  it  out  to  five  minutes. 
He  got  back  in  time  and  the  tape  sounded  great, 
you  would  never  know  it  wasn’t  the  original.  Just 
after  he  got  back  we  found  the  original!  Anyway 
we  had  a lot  of  fun  and  the  benefit  raised  a lot 
of  money,  which  was  good. 


Mary  in  her  Pretty  Girl  fiilking  Her  Cow  costufne. 


En  Femme:  Anything  else  you'd  like  to  tell 

us  about  yourself? 

Mary  Margaret:  I was  Miss  Capital  State  in 

1987!  (Editor' s Note:  Our  cover  photo  was  taken 

of  Mary  Margaret  the  night  of  the  Pageant)  Berry 
Lyndon  entered  the  pageant  this  year  and  I was 
hoping  to  hand  over  my  crown  to  her  - that  would 
have  been  fun»  keeping  the  title  in  the  family,  so 
to  speak.  Clorissa  Ling,  now  of  New  Hope,  won  the 
crown  and  title  for  1988.  She  was  very  beautiful 
also, 

En  Femme:  Did  you  get  any  money  out  of  that? 

Mary  Margaret:  No,  not  really.  A couple 

hundred  dollars.  But  after  what  I spent  on  my 
gown  and  crinolines  and  stuff,  I really  didn't 
make  anything.  I was  written  up  in  The  Gay  News: 

En  Femme:  What  sort  or  advice  would  you  give 

TS' s or  TV's  who  are  contemplating  the  change? 

Mary  Margaret:  Go  for  your  true  feelings. 

You  only  live  once,  so  live  life  to  its  fullest! 
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MALE  EREGNAlSrCY  MOW  A 
EOSSX  O X L X TY 

A Princeton  University  scientist  has  advised 
the  U.  S.  government  to  step  in  and  regulate  the 
’male  pregnancy'  procedure  before  it  becomes 
readily  available. 

Male  pregnancy?  "It  may  sound  outrageous," 
says  molecular  biologist  Lee  M.  Silver,  "but  if 
you  think  about  it,  it’s  not  any  more  outrageous 
than  in-vitro  fertilization,  which  was  a fantasy 
15  years  ago.  ’’ 

In-vitro  fertilization  involves  fertilizing 
the  egg  outside  the  woman’s  body.  The  procedure 
is  also  known  as  producing  ’ test-tube’  babies. 

Several  decades  ago,  Silver  said,  embryos 
were  placed  successfully  in  abdomens  of  male 
laboratory  mice. 

Silver  said  he  believes  that  male  pregnancy 
may  happen  - soon  because  "when  people  want 
something,  there’s  usually  someone  to  provide  it 
f or  t hem,  " 


Lee  M.  Silver 


Continued  on  Next  Pege, 
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ilale  Pregnancy. . , Continued  Froi^i  Previous  Pege, 


The  most  obvious  candidates  would  be  men  who 
have  undergone  sex-reassignment  surgery  and  gay 
males  who  want  children.  A donated  egg  could  be 
fertilized  in  a laboratory  with  the  man's  sperm 
and  placed  in  the  abdominal  cavity.  The 

impregnated  man  would  have  to  receive  female 
hormones  in  order  to  maintain  the  pregnancy.  The 
female  hormones  would  cause  formation  of  a 
placenta^  the  structure  that  nourishes  the  fetus, 
and  make  other  changes. 

"A  man  would  have  to  put  up  with  growing 
breasts,  and  his  testicles  might  shrink,"  Silver 
said. 


L_  X H-E 
by  Jenny 

Life 

Is  just  as  hard  on  the  other  side 

We  have  our  plans 

We  have  c ir  schemes 

But  things  go  wrong 

And  it  takes  so  much  longer 

Than  it  would  seem. 

Some  give  up 

J ust  can' t go  on 

But  I keep  trying 

And  keep  on  working 

So  I can  get  on,  with  my 

Life 

Alone  in  sexual  limbo 

Neither  here  nor  there 

Others  have  their  mates 

While  I still  am  afraid 

To  out  on  dates 

So  I build  my  walls 

And  let  no  one  in 

While  I disguise  those  walls 

With  a stupid  grin 

Will  this  lonliness  end? 

I really  don't  think  so 
I'll  probably  have  to  suffer 
Until  it's  my  turn  to  go 
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WE'U.  LIVI  ON  PACT  11 


A. 

B. 

C. 

D. 

E. 
T. 
C. 

H. 

I. 
J . 


ACT  ONE 

LEO  POY  (ROJtlB)  HELLO  DOLLY 

DYHYARA  NIXON  (DAVID)  MISSING  YOU 


MACT  MARCARTT.  GLENN,  RICE 

PRETTY  GIRL  MILEING  HER  OOW 


LA  KARA/ STEELE 


R&l  SINGERS 


DAVID  AND  SHELLY 


DON'T  YOU  WANT  ME  BABY 


SHAUM  COPELAND  (CRYSTAL)  SWEET  LOVE 

MANUEL  (BOY  TOY)  DRESS  YOU  UP  WITH  KT  LOVE 


MAHACBNT 


DIDN'T  WE  ALMOST  HAVE  IT  ALL 


BOBBIE  WILSON 


I CAN  LOVE  YOU  BETTER 


NASTY  BOYS  (LORI) 


MALE  STRIP 


ACT  TWO 

E.  TIM  AND  PHYLLIS  YOU  DON'T  BRING  MB  FLOWERS 

L.  MARE  HANSEN  SINCXR/  DANCER 

M.  MISS  LINDA  A TISH  (LEROY  HALL)  Back  in  ay  anas  again 

N.  MARCUS  FEItfB  FATAL  ( GRETA  GARBO)  SINGER 

O.  EBONY  COLE  ( TERRY)  lUMP  START  MY  HEART 

P.  CXEO  It  to  my  heart 

Q.  BERRIS  LYNDON  ( ID  ) ANYTHING  POR  YOU 

R.  ANASTASIA  (WILLIAM)  TWLIGHT  WORLD 

S.  AMANDA  (WILLIAM)  I POUND  SOMEONE 

T.  DOLLY  PARTON  ( SPECIAL  GUEST) 


INTEtHISSION 


FINALE 
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1.  fiery  Margeret  and  her  cow. 

P.  The  '“'net  on  stone  nt  the  finale. 

T Amonda  Winters  with  Donna. 

4.  Miss  Ebony  Cole! 

. MoT'iica  R€?y  was  in  ti'ie  audience  for  this.  one. 

. Ber-rie  Lyncion  in  .n  pensive  mood  oefore  her  number. 
. Monica  again. 

. Isn’t  that  - Arm  Margret?! 

. No  - it’s  Bobbie  Wilson,  the  pantomime  Ann  Margret. 

. Anastasia  on  stage. 

. Arronda  strikes  a pose. 

. Cieo  steals  the  show. 

. Mary  Margaret  hugging  her..wn(7t  is  that?! 

14.  Berrie  and  Bobbie  oockstage. 

15.  Eric, 

16.  Berrie. 

]7.  AnastcBia  visits  with  Dee  D€>e  (I.)  & Bunny  Cr.j. 

18.  Thie  brand  Finale. 

19.  Thr-  cast  takes  their  final  bow. 


UrMD  erst:' AND  I IsTG 

by  J.  S.  Halcomb 


Raindrops  never  care  to  stay 

Nor  the  clouds  on  passing  by 

And  those  rainbows  won'  t let  you  touch  them 

As  they  arch  upon  the  sky 

A waterfall  is  never  still 
Nor  leaves  in  autumn  season 

And  the  wind  that  bends  the  marsh  grass  down 
Gives  no  apparent  reason 
Our  feet  trod  on  many  paths 
Beneath  the  cover  of  the  sky 
And  man  has  shown  by  living 
He  can  find  a reason,  why. 

So  travel  far  and  wide  my  friend 
Within  nature's  careful  planning 
Touch  the  flowers  of  a soul... 

Then  wait  for  understanding. 


XUDOE  ME  ISrOTT 

by  J.  S.  Halcomb 

Judge  me  not,  'til  you've  seen  through  my  eyes 
the  love,  the  hurt,  the  faraway  cries 
Judge  me  not,  'til  you've  walked  in  my  boots, 
the  miles  of  torment,  of  sadness  and  blues 
Judge  me  not,  'til  you've  lived  in  my  hell, 
the  hours  of  confusion,  in  this  body  - a shell 
And  Judge  me  not,  with  your  wise  cracks  and  wit 
for  my  life  goes  on  truly  - 
A sincere  loving  spirit. 
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A short  story  by  Emily 

Chcjrtotte  was  almost  ready  to  go  out.  One  last 
look  in  the  mirror  revealed  to  her  satisfaction  a trim, 
elegant  lady  of  mature  years  dressed  in  a tailored  skirt 
suit  that  fitted  her  slender  form  just  so.  With  matching 
handbag  and  a wide,  matching  belt  which  emphasized  the 
narrowness  of  her  waist.  Her  shapely  toes  were  thrust 
into  a pair  of  high  heeled  pumps  with  little  bows  on  the 
instep.  Above  were  (what  she  had  been  told  by  those 
who  had  been  granted  the  pleasure  of  the  sight)  the 
greatest  pair  of  sixty-something  year  oid  legs  there 
were  to  be  seen. 

She  opened  the  jacket  and  made  a half-piourette 
like  a mode!  on  a run-way.  She  stood  for  a moment 
before  the  mirror  with  her  shoulders  back,  hands  on  hips, 
admiring  the  effect  of  the  high  necked  lace  collared  silk 
blouse,  and  pearl  necklace.  She  stole  a glance  at  the 
oil  portrait  on  the  wall.  A stunning  likeness  it  seemed 
of  herself  at  a but  slightly  earlier  age. 

Alas,  reality  seems  always  to  intude  just  when  it  is 
least  wanted. 

’’You  really  do  look  like  her.” 

The  voice  was  that  of  Mary  Perkins,  who  had  just 
returned  to  the  room.  She  and  her  husband  Rodger  had 
been  cook,  butler,  majors  domo  and  just  about  everything 
else  in  the  great  old  Victorian  house  for  some  years 
now.  In  fact,  only  shortly  after  Charles  and  his  lovely, 
uncannily  ’twin  -sister'  wife  Susan,  had  taken  over 
possession  of  the  great  old  family  mansion.  That  Charles 
had  often  been  Susan,  and  almost  as  bizarrely,  Susan  had 
sometimes  been  Charles,  was  a secret  the  Perkins  had 
been  in  on  almost  from  their  arrival. 


Continued  on  Page  33. 
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The  couple  had  been  engaged  on  a temporary  basis 
to  replace  old  fir.  Higgenbothem,  who  had  been  pensioned 
off  by  Charles’  father,  Arthur,  when  he  had  removed  to 
Florida  to  be  with  his  old  golfing  and  fishing  cronies. 
The  house  had  been  turned  over  to  his  offspring  in  the 
process.  Arthur  had  considerably  increased  the  pipe  and 
wire  fortune  he  had  inherited,  and  keeping  more  than 
enough  to  live  on  very  comfortably,  had  handed  the  rest 
over  to  Charles. 

Charles  was  not  the  financier  of  the  previous  two 
generations,  but  through  good  advice,  natural  restraint, 
and  caution,  he  had  added  to  his  resources  depite  a 
respectable  amount  of  philanthropy.  Charles  was  content, 
at  his  age,  to  have  as  his  only  occupation  the  almost 

honorary  post  of  president  of  the  village  selectmen. 

The  Perkins’,  in  all  innocence,  thinking  the  house 
empty,  had  one  afternoon  come  barging  into  the  master 

bedroom  with  arm  loads  of  heavy  winter  blankets  to  be 
put  away.  Instead  of  putting  the  linen  into  the  large 

mahogany  press  in  that  room,  they  founa  the  master  and 

misstress  of  the  house  well  along  in  the  process  of 

exchanging  identifies.  Far  from  running  away  in  a snit, 
to  tel!  everyone  in  town,  they  had  been  genuinely 

fascinated  and  amused  by  what  they  haa  found.  They 

were  also  quite  determined  to  keep  the  secret  better 
than  Charles  and  Susan  seemed  to  be  able  to.  So  the 
Perkins’  had  found  themselves  a life  long  situation. 

firs,  Perkins  remark,  however,  got  Charles  thinking 
about  the  recent  past.  With  a sigh,  he  scanned  the 
group  of  pictures  on  the  wall.  Several  photographs  of 
children  and  grandchi  idren  and  an  oil  painting.  The 
latter  was  one  of  his  late  wife.  From  the  time  of  her 
illness  three  years  or  so  ago,  he  had  lost  all  desire  to 
indulge  in  the  masquerade  that  had  been  a consuming 

passion  for  him  for  as  long  as  he  could  remember. 
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’Grandparents’  Continued  From  Page  30. 


He  had  long  thought  the  occassion  of  his  meeting 
with  Susan  at  college  to  be  the  most  fortunate  hour  of 
his  life.  They  were  attracted  to  one  another  at  once. 

When  things  became  very  serious,  he  confessed  his 
weakness  to  her.  To  his  inexpressible  delight,  it  didn’t 
seem  to  bother  her  at  all.  Total  perfection 

was  accomplished  when  in  a drama  club  farce,  thet  had 
been  costumed  as  each  other.  The  effect  was  incredible, 
the  likenesses  were  so  exact  as  to  almost  defeat  the 
purpose.  With  only  a little  padding  in  the  expected 

places,  they  wore  each  others  clothes  and  they  fit 
perfectly.  When  she  confessed  that  she  actually 
preferred  him  this  way.  especially  when  she  was  in  male 

attire,  his  world  was  complete,  and  stayed  that  way  for 
miony  ijears. 

Her  death  had  been  a blow  that  had  nearly  killed 
him,  too.  But  it  was  more  than  two  years  later.  He  was 
still  alive  and  even  beginning  to  recover.  He  was  not 
sure  whether  the  return  of  the  urge  to  corssdress  was, 
at  this  stage  of  things,  a gift  or  a burden.  He  could 
dc  not  other  than  look  like  Her,  and  very  much  so. 

It  was  ee^ie  to  realize,  that  as  he  g^^ew  older,  he 
had  but  to  look  in  the  mirror,  while  made~up  and 

oppropc iotelu  dressed,  and  there  would  be  her  image  at 
the  some  oae.  And  ofter^.,  as  right  then,  in  the  midst  of 

the  pleasure,  would  come  a sharp  rerrlinder  of  how  much  of 

his  two  worlds  she  had  been  for  him. 

Susan’s  was  a disease  but  scatiiy  described  in  the 
medical  literature,  and  so  rare  as  to  have  occassioned 
no  charity,  or  group  seeking  funds  for  research,  and  no 
cure,  or  even  treatment  for  the  symptoms.  She  had 
simply  wasted  away,  prostrate,  exhausted,  yet  mentally 
alert,  becoming  thinner  and  more  pale,  more  frail  all  the 
tirrie.  Like  a Beardsley  rendering  of  a character  from 
Poe. 
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When  she  grew  too  weak  to  climb  stairs  they  had 
made  her  sickroom  in  the  main  grand  salon  just  behind 
the  double  sliding  doors  at  the  rear  of  the  forma! 
entrance  and  their  hail.  First,  a sickbed,  then  at!  the 
alarming  machines  and  tubes  attendant  on  serious  illness 
invaded  the  room. 

The  ornate  carved  velvet  couch  was  brought  beside 
her  bed,  and  someone  ~ Charles  or  one  of  the  Perkins’, 
or  God  bless’m,  his  grandson  granddaughter-in-law,  slept 
there  every  night  so  that  Susan  would  not  be  alone. 

Though  protected  by  a sheet,  the  couch  none  the  less 

became  worn  and  shabby,  as  did  the  whole  room. 

As  Susan’s  health  failed,  his  granddaughter , 

fortunately  a nurse  by  profession,  had  been  increasingly 
the  keeper  of  ail  that  hateful  rented  paraphenatia  that 
kept  the  patient  clinging  to  life.  Then  there  was  one 
last  ride  to  the  hospital  and  she  did  not  return. 
Mercifully,  the  sickbed  and  oil  the  rest,  disappeared  the 
very  next  day.  Charles  didn’t  care  how,  and  the 

furniture  was  restored  to  its  original  arrangement 
somewhat . 

He  had  only  been  back  in  that  room  but  once  or 
twice  since.  The  heavy  velvet  drapes  had  been  drawn 

across  the  great  paliadian  window.  The  china  and 
porcelain  had  been  in  boxes  under  the  table.  The  pier 
glass  smudged  and  dirty.  Dust  and  cobwebs  everywhere. 

The  condition  of  that  place  had  once  been  Mrs. 
Perkins  pride  and  Joy.  She  was  one  ferocious  house 

keeper,  as  any  'cleaning  lady’  hired  by  the  day  to  he  ip 
would  attest.  But,  the  dusting  of  the  special  treasures 
in  that  room  had  been  a task  she  delegated  to  no  one. 
Now  she  could  not  bring  herself  to  go  in  there  and 
Charles,  for  one,  was  not  about  to  complain. 
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Surely  everyone  in  the  household  felt  as  he  did, 
awake  sometimes,  late  at  night,  a vast,  dark,  empty 
silence  in  the  very  heart  of  the  great  house,  befeft  of 
the  light  that  had  illuminated  it,  however  wan  ley,  yet 
dreading  to  violate  its  heavy  stillness. 

Charlotte,  or  rather  Charles,  could  feel  a 

melancholy  mood  growing  yet  more  somber,  but  he  willed 
himself  to  fight  it  off.  As  Charloote  again,  she  said  in 
her  best  feminine  voice,  with  only  a trace  of  a lump  in 
her  throat,  "there,  I was  about  to  go  wallowing  in  the 
black  pit  again.  But  I won't,  it’s  always  there.  I can 

sink  into  it  any  time  I wish.  Besides,  she  wouldn’t  want 
me  to  tonight." 

For  Charles,  or  rather  Charlotte,  was  about  to  be 
off  to  her  bridge  club  for  only  the  third  time  this  year. 
Mrs.  Perkins  was  acting  as  ’ladies  maid.’  Had  she 
thought  of  it,  she  was  motivated,  mostly  by  a desire  to 
see  ’Charlotte’  turned  out  as  well  as  Susan  wouid  have 
wanted.  Meanwhile,  Mr.  Perkins  was  making  sure  the 

grandchi  Idren  were  safely  ensconced  in  their  quarters  for 
t he  even  i ng , and  out  s i de  t he  coast  was  c I ear  qener  ally. 

What  Charles  really  didn’t  want  was  any  repetition 
of  the  uproar  that  had  occurred  three  weeks  ago. 
Charlotte  was  coming  home  via  the  main  entrance.  The 
light  from  the  street  lamps  along  the  road  was  just 
enough  to  see  by.  The  grandchi  Idren  lived  on  the  other 
side  of  the  house,  and  Charles  usually  parked  his  car 
near  the  front  door,  across  the  drive,  under  a gazebo- 
like structure  erected  to  shelter  an  open  limousine  of 
many  years  past. 

Charlotte  was  in  the  middle  of  the  drive  when  a car 
pulled  into  the  entrance  to  turn  around.  It  was  not 
Just  any  car,  but  the  very  vehicle  of  Mrs.  Johnson, 
number  one  local  busybody,  gossip  columnist  of  the 


37 


county  weekly,  and  worse  yet,  possessor  of  a crystal 
bail,  ouija  boards  and  such,  and  a firm  believer  in 
ghosts,  demons,  and  extraterrestrials.  No  wonder  that 
her  late  husband,  the  dignified  president  of  the  local 
bank,  had  left  his  estate  in  spendthrift  trust.  That 
way,  she  could  not  squander  the  income  on  damn 
fool  ishness. 

There  stood  Charlotte,  frozen  in  the  headlights. 
The  driver's  door  popped  open,  a head  came  out,  and  the 
gurgling  gasp  that  followed  left  Charlotte  with  no  doubt 
as  to  what,  and  who,  that  infernal  nuisance  thought  she 
had  seen.  With  a scream  of  spinning  tires  Mrs.  Johnson 
Out  the  rood.  There  woe  an  additional 

grinding  screech  of  air  brakes  punctuated  by  an  oath 
that  revealed  she  had  almost  been  run  into  by  the  late 
bus  from  the  city.  Not  at  all  nonplussed,  Mrs.  Johnson, 
whose  driving  was  also  notorious,  passed  the  lumbering 

bus  on  the  right  by  going  through  Tom  Potter's  service 
station,  and  roared  on  up  the  road,  festooned  with  the 
lengths  of  relective  tape  he  had  strung  across  the 
entrances  at  closing  to  prevent  just  that  sort  of  thing. 

Charlotte  realized  that  his  only  hope  for  a 
peaceful  conclusion  to  the  evening  depended  on  whether 
or  not  the  bingo  game  had  let  out  at  the  Fire  Hail.  If 

it  hadn’t,  he  was  going  to  have  company,  lots  of  it,  and 

soon.  She  ran  inside  and  up  the  stairs,  no  small  feat 
at  her  age  and  in  the  high  heels  she  always  affected  as 
Charlotte. 

She  had  to  get  the  outer  clothes  changed,  the 

make-up  and  false  nails  off,  and  quickl  She  hoped  that 
Just  this  time,  that  women’s  gaggle  of  goofey  followers 
would  use  such  wits  as  they  possessed,  and  agree  that 
Mrs.  Johnson  had  cried  wolf  too  often.  Fat  chancel 
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Flying  sQL4cer  landings,  ghosts,  witches  and  such 
were  seen  by  Mrs.  Johnson  only,  of  course.  Then  she 
would  get  that  whole  rabble  of  women  to  go  out  to  the 
spot.  That  they  never  found  any  evidence  of  such 
things  never  dampened  their  enthusiasm.  And. 

unfortunately,  most  them  could  be  counted  on  to  be  in 
the  bingo  game  at  the  Fire  Hall. 

Well,  they  had  been  at  the  bingo  gamel  And  now 
they  were  on  Charles’  front  lawn!  Charles  went  out,  and 
decided  to  take  the  offensive.  The  belief  in  his 
unfailing  good  nature  was  so  well  established,  and  so 
correct,  most  of  the  time  that  few  of  his  neighbors  had 
ever  felt  the  heat  of  his  aristocratic  wrath.  They  did 
this  time.  He  was  modi  The  fools  were  parked  ail  over 
the  lawn,  and  tramping  in  the  flower  beds.  Mr.  Perkins 
would  be  furious! 

Crestfallen,  they  departed.  All  but  Mrs.  Johnson. 
She  was  determined  she  was  going  to  go  right  into  the 
house  and  conduct  a seance  right  in  the  grand  salon,  on 
the  dining  table  probably.  Charles  longed  to  scrape  her 
off  on  Mrs.  Perkins,  and  gave  a look  at  the  bell  pull 
located  on  the  back  of  the  door.  He  stopped  when  he 
saw  what  was  sitting  on  the  chair  beside  the  door. 

There,  Charlotte,  in  her  haste,  had  deposited  her 
handbag  and  coat.  That  had  made  it  a good  thing  the 
grandkids  were  out.^  It  wouldn’t  have  done  to  have  had 
them  come  through  the  douse  to  the  front  door,  open  it 
before  the  crowd,  and  innocently  ask  whose  those  things 
were.  Even  people  as  obuse  as  this  assembly  of  village 
idiots  just  might  add  up  two  and  two  and  get  four. 

Mrs.  Johnson  left  at  last,  bewailing  the  wast  of  so 
good  an  opportunity  to  communicate  with  a spitit  who  so 
obviously  had  a message  for  the  living.  The  ’ghost’  had 
a message  all  right,  but  this  one  prided  himself  on  being 
at  once  both  a lady  and  gentleman,  and  it  would  have 
been  unprintable. 
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Charles  did  not  sleep  well  thatt,  and  was  in  a bad 
mood  all  the  next  day.  Nor  was  his  temper  improved  when 
he  was  handed  the  bill  from  the  Lawn  Company  the 
following  afternoon. 

Well,  none  of  that  this  time.  At  least  not  on  the 
way  out.  Charlotte  sowed  a small  suitcase  in  the  trunk 
of  her  car,  for  she  was  going  to  spend  the  night  with  a 
couple  that  he  and  Susan  had  known  for  years. 
Tomorrow,  Charles  would  have  to  leave  the  house  about 
nine"thirty  or  so,  dressed  in  his  Sunday  best.  His  hosts 
were  coming  to  the  meeting,  and  of  course,  their  skirt 
and  slacks  would  be  on  what  most  people  would  consider 
to  be  the  wrong  people. 

Charlotte,  as  always,  drove  very  carefully  to  the 
meeting.  It  would  be  expected  of  the  sort  of  person  she 
represented,  and  besides  it  wouldn’t  do  to  get  a traffic 
ticket  and  hve  to  present  Charles’  driver’s  license. 

The  meeting  was  on  the  upper  floor  of  a trendy 
hair  salon.  If  one’s  hair  was  not  amenable  to  styling 
the  owner e also  operated  a wig  boutique  right  next  door. 
Very  handy  for  ’ladies’  like  some  of  Charlotte’s  friends, 
who  had  little  of  their  own. 

Speciality  shops  filled  the  rest  of  the  little  row, 
the  facades  of  which  made  a single  architecti.iral 
composition  in  a collegiate  Gothic  style  which  matched 
the  buildings  on  the  other  three  sides  of  an  open 
square.  Across  the  square  the  clock  in  the  tower  of 
the  train  station  announced  the  hour  to  be  eight,  with 
deep  sonorous  notes,  befitting  the  pompous  dignity  of 
what  had  been  one  of  the  most  prosperous  railroads  in 
the  nation  a generation  before. 

The  impoverished  public  transit  agency  that  was  the 
current  owner,  needing  only  the  ticket  office,  had  rented 
the  waiting  room  out  to  the*  proprietor  of  a ’fern  bar,’ 
and  from  it,  there  now  emanated  a gentle  tinkle  of 
glasses  and  other  sounds  of  polite  merry-making. 
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Charles  knew  the  owners  of  at  least  three  of  the 
cars  parked  on  that  side  of  the  square,  and  he  did  not 
need  them  to  see  someone  in  female  attire  get  out  of 
his. 


She  drove  around  the  corner,  and  up  the  alley,  to 
park  in  back  of  the  hair  salon.  At  the  top  of  the 
stairs  was  the  meeting  place,  an  inspection  of  which  gave 
a hint  to  the  fact  that  the  whole  attic  of  the  row  of 
stores  was  divided  into  three  elegant  meeting  halls, 
suitable,  even,  for  guilds  of  goldsmiths. 

The  large  one  in  the  center  would  really  have  done 
for  a ducal  court.  The  now  defunt  Royal  Knights  of 
something  or  other  had  met  there,  though  it  was  now  full 
of  old  disused  displays  and  empty  boxes. 

However,  the  stairs  Charlotte  took  led  her  to  the 
room  on  the  right.  As  she  arrived,  she  found  several 
others  already  there,  arranging  the  tables,  and  setting 
out  a light  buffet.  The  Tiffany  lamps  were  lit  along  the 
side  illuminating  the  golden  oak  of  the  panelling  of  the 
wails,  sloping  ceiling  and  richly  carved  hammer  beams. 

A 5hort  business  meet! no  v/as  soon  over.  Charlotte 
took  the  minutes  because  the  secretary  had  been  unable 
to  make  the  meeting  due  to  an  unexpected  plague  of 
relatives.  There  followed  a pleasant  interlude  of  card 
playing  and  polite  conversation. 

During  this  time,  as  at  any  polite  ladies  function, 
the  contents  of  the  buffet  table  managed  to  disappear 
down  to  the  lost  crumb.  But  without  anyone  having 
staged  a major  attack,  or  being  seen  going  away  with  a 
heaping  platter”full  as  would  happen  at  most  men’s  clubs. 
Finally,  it  was  time  to  leave.  Charlotte  now  had  no 
plans  for  the  evening,  and  was  not  at  all  tired.  She 
decided  to  go  off  with  those  who  were  going  down  to  the 
ferry  landing. 
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The  double-ended  paddle  ferry  - General  Augustus 
Guffogg,  had  by  now  spent  more  time  propped  up  on  shore 
being  a restaurant  and  night  club,  than  it  ever  had 
puffing  and  splashing  across  the  river.  Under  its 
present  management  as  Janus,  it  featured  the  best  fish 
house  in  the  area,  os  well  as  being  known  as  he  area’s 
principal  gay /drag  bar. 

If  offered  liquid  refreshment  such  as  to  make  gay 
guys  and  gals  gayer.  And  to  set  the  boys  in  dresses 
wigs  askew.  All  sorts  of  exotic  folk,  who  would  have  had 
to  travel  long  distances  to  be  with  their  own  kind,  went 
there  and  mingled  together. 

It  was  Saturday  night.  When  Charlotte  and  her 

friends  arrived,  the  old  boat  was  pocked  to  the  gunwales, 
and  rocking  on  its  cradle.  Three  very  active  hours 
later,  Charlotte  was  ready  to  call  it  quits,  very  aware 
of  several  reasons  why  people  her  age  rarely  closed  up  a 
disco.  If  the  other  members  of  the  Church  committee 

could  have  seen  her  dance  though,  they  would  probably 
have  lost  their  false  teeth. 

Back  home  at  last,  Charlotte  was  very  cautious  and 
quiet  about  entering  the  house.  It  was  after  all,  past 
three  in  the  morning.  She  eased  the  great  front  door 
closed  so  as  not  to  make  a sound  and  was  about  to  set 
off  across  the  hall  to  the  stairs  when  she  noticed  a 
most  unusual  thing. 

The  sliding  doors  to  the  grand  salon  were  opened 
just  a crack.  In  that  room  there  was  a light  which  sent 
a small  sliver  of  illumination  shimmering  across  the 
polished  floor  of  the  entrance  hall.  Charlotte,  careful 

to  make  no  sound  with  her  heels  on  the  hardwood  floor, 
moved  slowly  to  the  partly  open  door  to  investigate. 

To  her  astonishment,  the  place  was  spotless.  The 

wood  and  brass  were  gleaming',  and  all  the  treasures  were 
sparkling  in  their  places  on  the  glass  shelves.  The 
drapes  at  the  rear  window  were  still  drawn,  but  the 
hearth  had  been  cleared  of  the  clutter  that  had  taken 
up  residence  there.  Instead,  as  it  should,  it  contained 
a small  cheerful  fire. 
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Her  attention  was  quickly  drawn  to  the  two  young 
women  in  the  room,  illuminated  by  the  fire  light  and  two 
candelabra.  One  of  them  was  seated  in  a large  winged 
armchair  wearing  a floor  length  shining  silver  gown.  Her 
hair  glowed  down  over  one  shoulder  nearly  to  her  waist, 
except  for  the  strands  gathered  into  a long  braid  which 
circled  her  head  supporting  a rhinestone  tiara.  All  in 
all,  she  looked  to  be  a princess  out  of  a Hans  Christian 
Andersen  story. 

Charlotte  was  suddenly  aware  of  what  a beautiful 
young  woman  his  granddaughter  was,  for  this  was  she. 
The  rhinestones  looked  out  of  place  on  her.  In  his  safe 
deposit  box  was  a real  tiara,  with  real  diamonds,  one  of 
several  such  things  Charlotte  had  kept  away  from  the 

girl’s  grasping  mother- in- 1 aw.  She  would  have  it  now,  as 
soon  as  Charlotte  could  arrange. 

The  other  person  in  the  room  was  attired  in  a 
manner  that  would  be  considered  strange  and 
anachronistic  to  most  people.  But  not  to  Charlotte,  not 
I suspect,  dear  reader,  to  you  either.  She  was 

uniformed  as  a serving  maid  in  tight  black  top  with  a 
white  lace  collar,  and  exaggerated  short  puff  sleeves 
trimmed  with  white  lace.  Perched  atop  a page-boy  hairdo 
was  a small  lacy  maid’s  hat.  A short  flared  miniskirt 
was  held  up  and  out  by  a cloud  of  net  petticoats. 

She  had  on  a white  lace  double  apron.  The  latter 
was  apparent  even  though  the  girl’s  back  was  to  the 
door.  Her  long  legs  in  black  hose  and  black  patent  high 
heels  were  quite  striking.  They  were  visible  for  their 

full  length  because  she  was  bending  down  to  pick  up 
something  from  a low  table  beyond  the  fire.  This  also 

caused  her  lace  covered  unmentionables  to  be  exposed  to 
view. 


Charlotte  knew  at  once  who  it  had  to  be.  Even 
from  the  back,  in  the  wig  and  outfit,  it  was  her 
grandson.  Charlotte  could  contain  herself  no  longer. 
She  forced  open  the  sliding  doors  and  strode  into  the 
room  through  the  now  wide  open  portal. 
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The  effect  of  this  entry  on  the  pair  in  the  room 
was  electric.  The  'princess’  int  he  wing  chair  sat  bolt 
upright,  wide-eyed,  frozen  in  position.  The  serving  maid, 
hearing  a sound  turned  on  her  heels.  She  stood  stock 
still  for  a second.  Then  her  eyes  rolled  upward.  the 
silver  coffee  service  on  its  tray  slipped  from  her 
nerveless  fingers  to  crash  disastrously  on  the  hearth. 
With  a frightened  murmur  of  "Grandmother!”,  she  swooned 
away  in  a dead  faint  on  the  hearth  rug. 

Because  this  was  no  sylph  of  a girl,  but  rather  a 
well-knit,  wirey  young  man  of  twnety-five  years  or  so, 

the  thud  was  such  as  to  shiver  some  of  the  timbers  of 
even  that  great  house,  and  caused  the  china  clock  on  th 
mantle  to  emit  a small  muffled  bong,  its  first  public 
utterance  in  more  than  two  years. 

For  a moment  their  reaction  left  Charlotte  as 

thunderstruck  as  they.  Then  in  a flash  it  came  to  her 
what  was  going  on.  Also  just  then,  her  granddaughter 
did  something  that  endeared  her  to  Charlotte  forever. 
Disregarding  the  awful  implications  of  the  apparition 
before  herk,  she  ran  at  once  to  the  side  of  her 

prostrate  petticoated  husband.  Charlotte  went  over  also. 

"Don’t  be  afraid,  it's  me  - Grandfather!"  said 
Charlotte.  "Here,  I think  those  smelling  salts  we  had 

for  Grandmother  are  still  in  the  drawer  in  the  table. 
No,  wait,  she's  coming  around.  Let’s  get  her  up  on  the 
couch." 


"But,  Grandfather,  what?  Why?" 

"Well,”  said  Charlotte,  "surely  by  the  evidence  I 
find  here,  you  know  as  much  about  my  reasons  as  would 
any  woman  anywhere." 

The  serving  maid  suddenly  revived,  piped  up,  "Can 
we  call  you  Grandmother?"  ' 
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”No,”  said  Charlotte  thoughtfully.  "Call  me  Aunt 
Charlotte,  that  would  be  better.'* 

"Well,  I though  you  folks  would  find  each  other 
sooner  or  later,"  said  Mrs.  Perkins  as  she  entered  the 
room. 


"We  heard  a noise  and  come  to  take  a look,"  said 
hr.  Perkins  as  he  deftly  removed  the  cartridges  from  a 
large  and  ominous  looking  pistol.  He  stashed  it  in  the 
belt  of  his  r^ight  robe.  In  his  carpet  slippers  with  on 
old  fashioned  sleeping  cap  on  his  head,  and  his  usually 
natty  mustache  uncombed,  it  made  him  look  rather  like  a 
jovial  barbary  pirate. 

"Doesn’t  our  little  maid  look  fetching  in  her 

outfit,"  said  f*^s.  Perkins.  "And  they  asked  us  not  to 
tell  on  them  when  we  found  out  about  them  by  accident, 
also.  Ve  thought  we  would  let  nature  take  its  course, 
and  it  did.  But  I swear,  you  folks  take  some  looking 
after,  or  you’d  be  the  scandal  of  the  county!” 

"Well,"  said  Charlotte,  "this  is  my  happiest  moment 
for  the  past  several  years.  I may  have  many  things,  but 
the  chiefest  of  my  treasures  are  in  this  room  right  now, 
save  one,  and  I almost  feel  that  she  is  with  us  also.  I 

know  the  hour  is  late,  but  would  you  all  stay  for  just  a 

little  while  for  a small  celebration?  I have  a small 
bottle  of  special  wine  laid  down  for  a very  special 
occassion,  and  I felt  sure  it  would  spoil  unopened. 

"Properly,  our  serving  wench  should  go  and  fetch 
it,  but  she  is  a bit  green  yet  under  her  rouge.  I know 
ri^t  where  to  go.  I will  be  back  in  a minute,  and  then 
we  shall  have,  I think,  a very  pleasant  conversation  ’till 

the  sun  rises.  And  if  we  ore  missed  in  church  tomorrow, 

I think  we  can  be  forgiven!" 


tme:  bind 


45 


En  Fe.ue  will  not  publish  an  ad 
that  contains  sexually  explicit 
language  or  photo.  Any  words  or 
phrases  relating  to  sexual  activity 
nay  be  excluded  at  the  discretion 
of  the  editors,  which  reserves  the 
right  to  edit  or  re-write  any  ad 
that  violates  this  policy  or  its 
intent. 

PersQiiil  ftd  For  Subscribers! 

The  free  ad  is  liaited  to  35  words 
and  the  printing  of  a suitable 
photograph.  Words  over  35  will  be 
charged  .25  per  word.  See 

subscription  fori  on  page  24. 

Cfldiil  Ads^ 

Put  your  response  in  a sealed, 
staiped  envelope  with  the  code 
number  of  the  ad  you  are  answering 
in  the  lower  left  hand  corner. 
Place  these  letters  in  a larger 
envelope,  along  with  $1,00  for  each 
letter  to  be  forwarded  (aaxiaui  fee 
- $5.00)  and  sail  to  En  Feaae,  P.O. 
Box  7854,  Trenton,  N.J.  08628. 


Jenny  0.  Baker  Box  PA102 

Pre-op  TS,  30,  living  as  a . 
woman  for  over  8 years  in  Phila, 
Member  of  Renaissance,  Interests 
include  science  fiction,  Or.  Who, 
comic  books,  video,  film,  British 
satire. 


Ik, 

Robyn  Ann 


Box  NJlOO 


SWM,  29,  member  Renaissance, 
Publisher  of  En  Feme,  Interests 
include  music,  film,  computers, 
photography,  shopping,  reading, 
writing,  drawing.  Pass  well  and  go 
out  often.  Will  correspond/meet 
with  others  with  similar  interests. 
Participant  of  Fantasia  Fair, 
(Photo) 


Mary  Ellen  Box  0008 

MlilM,  54,  Tri-Ess  member  but 
novice  TV,  Wife  understanding  of 
needs  but  children  still  at  home 
limit  opportunity  to  dress.  Would 
like  to  correspond  and  find  out  how 
others  handle  like  situations. 
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Angela  Box  PAlOl 


Syn,  36,  actor,  lusician, 
party  girl,  Interested  in  fashion, 
fik,  photography,  dining,  shop- 
ping, Member  and  officer  of 
Renaissance,  (Photo) 


Nicole  Box  NJ103 


SWM,  40,  TV,  lewber  of 
Renaissance,  participant  in  Pocono 
Weekends.  Interested  in 
corresponding  and  meeting  with 
others.  Interested  in  photography, 
video,  aircraft,  music,  foreign 
films,  (Photo) 


Jeff  Box  IN105 


6WM,  28,  5']0“,  175  lbs, 

brown  hair,  blue  eyes,  Considered 
sensitive,  an  easy-going  pacifist, 
Hobbies  include  art,  music, 
dancing,  nature,  poetry,  cars.  In- 
terested in  corresponding  with  and 
possibly  meeting  with  TV's,  TS's, 
CD's  who  wish  to  find  out  what 
acceptance  really  is.  (Photo) 


Ester  Box  INI  112 

WM,  TV,  40,  non-passable. 
Artist,  educated,  travelled.  In 
Indiana.  Like  to  hear  from  passable 
TS's.  TV's  or  professional 
impersonators  in  New  York  City  or 
Chicago,  Desire  social  contacts, 
friendships,  possible  dates. 
Heterosexual,  but  not  hostile  to 
gays,  Respond  to  all  with  photos. 


Steve  Box  NJ115 

SWM,  4],  ex-TV,  loves  TS's, 
TV's,  pro  drag  shows,  eye  make-up, 
foreign  films,  opera,  Bugs  Bunny, 
dining,  being  bi  with  the  right 
'girl',  seamed  stockings  h high 
heels,  photos  and  writing  to  you. 


Dixie 


Box  PA  104 
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BWI1,  45,  TV,  Interested  in 
meeting  others  from  N.E,  Penna, 
Enjoy  photos,  videos,  boating. 


S.B,  Box  NY109 


Joan 


Box  NY  106 


Single  male,  straight/bi?, 
looking  for  that  very  attractive, 
very  passable  TV/TS,  to  help  me 
^ind  myself,  Once  the  question  is 
answered,  who  knows  where  it  could 
lead.  You  lead,  I learn  and  follow. 
Photo /phone  please. 


Jennifer  Box  PAllO 

Juvenile  TV  (ud  to  16  years) 
is  my  interest,  I'm  a middle  aged 
TV,  not  able  to  pass  or  dress  more 
than  lingerie,  Correspondence  onlv, 
Would  like  to  exchange  experiences/ 
fantasies. 


Elaine  Box  PAm 

WM,  TV,  51  years,  executive, 
desires  meetings  with  TV,  T5,  or 
women  in  suburban  Phi  la,  interests; 
travel,  photography,  dining  out, 
sports,  Wish  to  rent  space  to  keep 
wardrobe  and  dress.  Photo  & phone 
get  prompt  response, 


mn,  TV/T6,  53,  member  Tri- 
Ess,  Tiffany.  Retired,  lives  part- 
time,  travels  NYC  area;  shopping, 
socials,  etc,  Family  grown  h 
understanding,  Will  answer 
w/photo,  (Photo) 


Candi  Box  FlIiS 


BWM^  TV/T.?^  3.S,  Interested 
in  all  things  feminine,  art,  music, 
movies,  photography,  Correspondence 
with  possible  meeting.  Open  to  all, 
Please  include  photo  for  mine, 
(Photo) 


Joan  Box  CAN] 14 

Would  like  to  converse  with 
a female  who  understands  cross- 
dressers, Would  appreciate  meeting 
and  even  living  with  same  for  , 
several  days,  Would  pay  well  for 
same,  Please  write  with  photo, 
(Photo)  (Canadian  Ad) 
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Pfgf  CU^ififd  ftd  For  Groups^ 

Groups  lay  list  iheiselvts,  their 
addresses,  phone  nuaber,  or.  lention 
their  upcoiing  events  in  the 
classified  section  free  of  charge. 
En  FuMi  is  published  every  tvo 
aonths  (Jan/Feb,  llar/Apr,  Hay/Jun, 
Jul/Aug,  Sep/Oct,  Nov/Dec),  so  ads 
should  reach  the  aagazine  the  aonth 
before  publication.  The  editors 
reserve  the  right  to  edit  or  re- 
write classified  ads  to  correct 
graiiar  or  spelling  or  to  refuse 
sexually  explicit  words  or  phrases. 
Any  ads  soliciting  aoney  will  be 
considered  coaaercial  ads  and  are 
not  available  as  a free  ad. 


TRANSSEXUAL  SUPPORT 
GROUP 

Forraed  in  1985,  the  support  group 
is  a non-political  group  whose 
purpose  is  to  ease  loneliness  and 
provide  hope  through  open-minded- 
ness to  all  transgendered  persons. 
Meets  1st  and  3rd  Tuesday  of  every 
month  at  Dignity  House,  252  S,  12th 
St,  Phila,,  PA,  Hailing  address: 
TS  Support  Group,  P.O,  Box.  15836, 
Phila,,  PA  19103, 


THE  TRANSSEXUAL  VOICE 

A newsletter  written  by  and  about 
transsexuals,  $2,00  per  copy, 
$12,00  per  year,  P,0,  Box  16314, 
Atlanta,  GA  30321, 


RENAISSANCE 

A non-profit,  non-sexual 
social /support/educational  organi- 
zation of  transgendered 
individuals.  Write  to: 
Renaissance,  P,Q,  Box  1263,  King  of 
Prussia,  PA  19406, 


Our  Sorority 

Dedicated  to  serving  the  TV/TS 
community  with  a policy  of  fair  and 
equal  opportunities  to  all,  and 
without  discriminatory  policy 
towards  race,  creed,  national 
origin,  sexual  being,  or  sexual 
preference.  All  inquiries  should 
be  sent  to  P.O.B,  11254,  Lincolnia 
Station,  Alexandria,  VA,  11312, 


JANUS/DC  I.F.G.E, 

Transsexual  support  group  c/o  Dr.  I.F.G.E,,  P.O,  Box  19,  Wayland,  HA 
H,  Martin  Malin,  4835  Del  Ray  Ave,,  01778,  Publishes  Tipestry, 

Bethesda,  MD  20814, 


THE  TRINTTY  OF  BEING: 

OF  BEING  MASCUUNE, 

OF  BEING  FEMININE, 

OF  BEING  ONE 

WITH  YOURSELF  AND  NATURE 

TAPESTRY 
P.O.  Box  367 
Wayland,  MA  01778 
(617)  358-2305 


Tasteful,  comprehensive,  j 
non  profit  journal  for  all 
persons  interested  in  i 
cross-dressing  and 
transsexualism 
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